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nourish ourselves, of course, not simply for the sake
of biting!

Is there no good portrait in existence of a certain
blond and beautiful woman?

Sunday week I shall go to Italy for a long stay.
You will hear from me when I get there. In any case
a letter sent to my address in Bale (45 Schiitzengra-
ben) will reach me.

In brotherly affection,                 *

Yours
DR. FRIEDK. NIETZSCHE.

To EOHDE.

Kosenlauibad, August 28, 1877.
DEAR OLD FRIEND :

How can I express it? But every time I think of
you I ain overcome by a sort of deep emotion; and
when, a day or two ago, someone wrote to me "Kohde's
young wife is an exceedingly sweet woman whose
every feature is illumined by her noble soul/' I actu-
ally wept. And I can give you absolutely no plausible
reason for having done so. We might ask the psychol-
ogists for an explanation. Ultimately they would de-
clare it was envy and that I grudged you your happi-
ness, or that it was my vexation at someone having
run away with my friend and having concealed him
Heaven alone know^s where, on the Rhine or in Paris,
and refused to give him up again. When I was hum-
ming my "Hymn to Solitude" to myself a few days
ago, I suddenly had the feeling that you could not
abide my music at all and that you would much have
preferred a song on Dual Bliss. The same' evening I